The  Dark  Tales  of  Brenda: 


Brenda  sat  in  the  kitchen  awaiting  her  guests.  Well,  they  wouldn’t  technically  be 
her  guests  since  this  wasn’t  technically  her  house.  She  had  only  borrowed  it. . .  per  say.  In 
fact  she  had  eaten  the  single  house  wife  and  one  of  her  two  young  children,  only  this 
morning,  so  I  suppose  you  could  say  that  she  had  inherited  the  house,  not  that  it  mattered 
how  she  came  to  be  here.  The  previous  tenants,  clearly,  no  longer  needed  the  structure 
and  wouldn’t  be  raising  any  fuss  about  Brenda’s  rather  rude  and  ruthless  acquisition  as 
they  were  currently  digesting  except  for  the  oldest  child  who  was  tied  up  in  a  sack  down 
in  the  basement.  She  would  have  to  wait  until  Brenda  was  able  to  make  sufficient  space 
for  her  in  Brenda’s  stomach. 

In  the  mean  time  Brenda  awaited  the  on  slot  of  young  guests  that  were  sure  to 
arrive  at  the  door  of  her  new  residence.  They  would  come  is  groups  of  maybe  two  or 
three.  Some  would  come  alone  or  in  larger  groups.  They  would  range  in  age  from  pre¬ 
school  on  up  to  mid  aged  teenagers.  The  youngest  would  likely  be  accompanied  by  a 
parent  or  an  older  sibling  while  the  teens  would  likely  arrive  in  groups  of  twos  and  threes. 
They  would  all  be  seeking  candy  and  other  treats 
for  this  was  Halloween  night  and  the  sky  as  just 
growing  slightly  dim  as  the  sun  began  to  set.  Brenda 
wore  a  loose  gray  robe  with  a  sash  around  her  rather 
large  waste  and  a  witch’s  hat.  Of  course  she  wasn’t 
really  a  witch.  This  was  just  a  costume  to  help  set 
the  mood  and  put  her  guests  at  ease.  The  robe, 
however,  was  quite  functional  as  she  was  wearing 
nothing  underneath  it.  The  huge  robe  was  loose 
enough  to  allow  for  significant  expansion  of  her 
girth,  should  she  consume  any  large  meals  and  she 
had  every  intention  of  consuming,  at  least,  a  few 
large  meals  tonight. 

A  large  bowel  of  sweets  sat  in  the  middle  of 
the  kitchen  table.  These  offerings  were  courtesy  of 
the  previous  residence,  whom  had  been  so  kind  as  to  have  gone  out  of  their  way  to 
purchase  the  bait  required  to  draw  the  prey  into  the  house.  No  doubt  they  had  hoped  to 
serve  these  confectionaries  to  the  arriving  children  themselves  but  unfortunately  they 
would  be  unable  to  be  on  hand  when  the  children  arrived.  Fortunately,  Brenda  was  here 
to  see  to  the  mass  of  young  boys  and  girls.  She  did  love  children  so  much,  not  that  she 
would  have  anything  against  the  adults  mind  you.  If  a  few  were  unsuitable  for  her  needs 
she  would  simply  dispose  of  them  at  the  end  of  the  evening.  As  for  the  rest  of  them. . ., 
Brenda  glanced  over  at  the  pile  of  burlap  sacs  lying  on  the  floor  and  a  short,  smooth,  steel 
shaft  lying  on  the  table  along  with  a  large  number  of  plastic  tie  straps  beside  the  candy 
bowel.  The  metal  rod  was  a  cattle  prod.  Brenda  had  very  explicit  plans  of  how  she  was 
going  to  put  it  to  use  on  her  guests.  Everything  was  all  arranged,  nice  and  organized. 

Once  the  fun  began,  tonight,  things  were  sure  to  get  quite  chaotic.  There  would  be  little 
time  to  waist,  as  the  kids  began  to  arrive,  searching  for  the  appropriate  tools  so  it  was  best 
if  all  her  tools  were  exactly  where  she  could  reach  them  quickly. 


Just  then  the  door  bell  rang  and  Brenda  slipped  the  cattle  prod  into  the  waist 
pocket  of  her  robe  and  sprang  to  her  feet.  The  first  of  the  trick-or-treaters  were  here. 
Brenda  grinned,  excitedly,  and  scooped  up  the  cattle  prod  and  slipped  it  into  her  pocket 
and  moved  to  answer  the  door.  God,  she  loved  the  excitement  of  these  encounters.  With  a 
warm  smile  pasted  on  her  face  she  opened  the  front  door  to  find,  standing  there  on  the 
door  step,  a  visibly  pregnant  young  woman  holding  the  hand  of  a  six  year  old  girl  dressed 
up  as  a  little  princess.  “Oh  my!”,  Brenda  gushed,  “Aren’t  you  adorable!  What  a  lovely 
costume.  Would  you  like  some  candy?”.  She  turned  flashed  a  warm  friendly  smile  at  the 
pregnant  woman.  “She  looks  so  sweet  in  costume.  It  is  simply  perfect  for  her.  Would  you 
mind  stepping  inside  for  a  moment?  I  really  must  take  a  picture  of  this.”,  Brenda  gushed. 
The  mother  seemed  quite  pleased  with  the  complement  on  her  choice  of  costume  that  she 
had  herself  selected.  As  she  followed  her  daughter  into  the  house  Brenda  closed  the  door 
behind  her.  The  young  woman  never  suspected  a  thing  as  Brenda  reached  into  her  pocket 
and  pulled  out  the  cattle  prod.  Grabbing  a  length  of  the  hair  from  the  back  of  the 
woman’s  head  she  reached  up  and  pressed  the  cattle  prod  up 
against  the  base  of  the  young  woman’s  skull.  There  was  a  soft 
crackling  sound  of  an  electric  discharge  and  the  scent  of  melting 
hair.  The  woman  let  out  a  soft  grunt  and  collapsed  to  her  knees. 

And  fell  forward  on  top  of  her  child.  As  she  lay  there  jerking  and 
twitching  in  uncontrollable  spasms  the  little  princes  screamed  in 
surprise.  Brenda  pulled  the  mother’s  quivering  body  off  the  child 
and  deciding  not  to  waist  the  prod’s  battery  life  she  slapped  the 
little  girl,  hard,  across  the  back  of  her  head  with  open  palm  of 
her  hand.  The  impact  was  calculated  to  be  strong  enough  that  it 
stunned  the  child  and  her  resistance  ceased  almost  before  it 
could  even  begin.  The  girl  went  completely  limp.  Brenda  tied 
both  the  mother  and  daughter’s  hands  and  feet  with  plastic  slip 
ties  and  lowered  each  into  a  separate  burlap  sack.  The  mother 
filled  her  sack  to  capacity  but  the  child’s  sack  would  have  room 
for  at  least  one  more  body.  She  tied  the  mother’s  bag  closed  with 
a  short  piece  of  string  and  carried  it  down  to  the  basement  for 
temporary  storage.  She  then  put  the  half  full  sack  in  the  bathroom  to  await  another  guest 
of  sufficient  size  to  fill  it  completely.  It  wasn’t  as  if  the  little  girl  would  be  regaining 
consciousness  anytime  soon,  after  all.  She  had  barely  returned  from  the  bathroom  when 
the  doorbell  rang  again.  “My  goodness”,  she  declared.  “I’m  going  to  have  to  move  faster 
if  I  am  going  to  keep  up  with  the  traffic”!  Tucking  the  rod  back  into  her  pocket,  she  went 
to  see  who  was  on  the  door  step. 

Opening  the  door  she  was  greeted  by  the  sight  of  costumed  figures  that  appeared 
to  be  roughly  between  the  ages  of  nine  or  ten.  “Trick-or-Treat!”  they  cried  out  together, 
in  almost  perfect  harmony.  “Oh  my  Look  at  all  of  you!”,  Brenda  spoke  up  and  then  let 
out  her  best  witches  cackle.  “Why  you  all  look  good  enough  to  make  a  witch’s  supper 
and  then  she  giggled  sweetly.  “Don’t  want  to  over  play  the  part.”  she  thought.  Why 
you’re  my  first  ghouls  and  goblins  of  the  evening”,  she  lied,  “Come  right  in,  candy  is  in 
the  bowel  on  the  table.  Help  your  self!”  The  kids  were  so  excited  at  the  thought  of 
getting  and  real  good  fist  full  of  candy  that  they  didn’t  notice  Brenda  closing  the  door 
behind  the  last  of  them.  Out  came  the  cattle  prod  once  more  and  she  grabbed  a  young  boy 


by  his  right  shoulder  blade  and  pressed  it  up  against  the  base 
of  his  skull.  Crackle-cracle-zzzzt*  and  down  he  went 
curled  up  in  the  feat  position  twitching  and  jerking.  She  was 
almost  on  top  of  the  second  child  before  they  even  noticed 
the  fate  of  the  first.  Then  the  squeals  commenced  and  they 
scattered.  Of  course  the  second  one  didn’t  get  far  and  zap* 

It  took  her  only  a  few  moments  to  chase  down  the  other  two 
and  dispense  of  them  similarly,  Just  as  she  finished  binding 
the  last  youngster’s  wrists  and  ankles  the  door  bell  rang 
again. 

There  was  no  time  to  bag  them  so  she  just  carried 
them  into  the  bathroom  and  left  their  unconscious  forms  on 
the  floor  and  closed  the  bathroom  door.  The  bell  rang  once 
more  as  she  dumped  the  last  girl  in  the  bathroom  and 
hollered,  “Just  a  minute!  I’m  coming.”  And  strolled  up  to 
the  door  to  swing  it  open  and  greet  two  teenage  girls  and 
what  might  have  been  a  thirteen  year  old.  Perhaps  she  was  the  younger  sister  of  one  or 
both  of  these  older  girls.  “Hello!”  she  chimed,  trying  hard  not  to  appear  flushed.  “Trick- 
or-Treat!”  they  responded.  “I  must  apologize  for  taking  so  long”,  she  mumbled,  “but  I 
dropped  some  stuff  in  the  kitchen  and  I  was  pausing  to  pick  it  up  and. . .  Oh  dear!  I  forgot 
to  bring  the  treats  with  me.  Well,  why  don’t  you  girls  got  into  the  kitchen  and  help  you 
selves.  It’s  straight  ahead,  right  there.”  If  there  was  an  acting  award  for  this  kind  of  thing 
Brenda  would  surely  have  won  the  Emmy.  All  three  headed  straight  for  the  kitchen  with 
Brenda  right  behind  the  last  and  chubbiest  one.  She  must  have  sensed  something  was 
wrong,  however,  because  just  as  Brenda  was  reaching  out  to  give  her  a  jolt  she  suddenly 
turned  her  head  back  and  cried  out  “What  the  Fu...Uh!”  her  cry  and  the  soft  crackling 
sound  and  scent  of  melted  hair  alerted  the  other  two  immediately.  The  twelve  year  old 
panicked  and  froze  but  the  older  girl  made  a  dash  into  the  next  room.  There  was  no  time 
to  waist  so  she  simply  slapped  the  young  girl  across  the  forehead  (Smack*),  sending  the 
sixth  grader  sprawling  backwards  to  the  floor  where  she  lay  absolutely  limp.  Then  she 
continued  on  into  the  kitchen  to  acquire  the  last  teen.  There  was  nowhere,  in  there,  to  run 
to.  She  had  sealed  all  the  other  exits  from  the  house.  Still  she  hated  to  waist  time  chasing 
this  girl.  If  she  made  her  miss  any  more  Trick-or-treaters  Brenda  would  make  sure  she 
suffered  for  it. 

She  found  the  young  teenager,  franticly  struggling  with  the  door  knob  of  the  back 
door.  The  door  just  wouldn’t  seem  to  budge,  however.  This  was  because  Brenda  had 
jammed  it  closed  for  just  such  an  event  as  this.  She  had  to  literally  drag  the  child  away 
from  the  door.  As  she  spun  the  girl  around  to  face  her,  the  high  school  student  cried  out, 
“Why  are  you  Doing  this  to  Uah*.., (Whack)”  The  blow  to  the  side  of  her  head  cut  short 
any  further  protests  and  she  crumpled  to  the  floor  as  is  she  had  been  completely  made  of 
soft  rubber.  Brenda  grabbed  a  few  plastic  ties  and  bound  her  wrists  and  feet.  Then  she 
dragged  the  other  two  girls  into  the  kitchen  and  did  the  same.  By  now  she  expected  the 
door  bell  to  have  rang  once  again  but  to  her  relief  it  had  not.  This  gave  time  to  bag  the 
two  oldest  girls,  one  to  each  bag,  and  the  youngest  she  stuffed  into  the  sack  with  the  six 
year  old.  She  even  had  the  time  to  tuck  the  three  other  children  in  to  sacks  as  well.  The 
third  little  boy  got  stuffed  in  the  bag  ocupied  by  the  last  original  member  of  the 


household.  Heck  she  even  managed  to  haul  them  all  down  into  the  basement,  before  the 
bell  chimed  at  last. 

Brenda  quickly  re-adjusted  her  robe,  the  belt  had  become 
untied  and  her  huge  breasts  and  belly  hung  free  for  all  to  see.  She 
wrapped  the  robe  around  herself  and  retied  the  belt  as  she  strolled 
up  to  the  door.  Then  taking  a  deep  breath,  she  opened  the  door  to 
see  a. . .  middle  aged  woman  standing  there  looking  flustered. 

“You  are  a  little  old  for  trick  or  treating  aren’t  you?”  queried 
Brenda. 

“My  sister. . .  and  my  daughter. . she  seemed  confused 
as  she  glanced  over  Brenda’s  shoulder  towards  the  other  end  of 
the  hallway.  “They  came  in  here  nearly  15  minutes  ago. . .  are  they 
still  here?  I  can’t  imagine  why  they  would  leave  by  the  back  door. . .  They  knew  I  was 
waiting  for  them,  out  front!” 

Brenda  had  to  think  fast.  “Yes!...  Well  of  course  their  here.  I’m  afraid  the  little 
one,”  (in  the  panic  of  the  moment  she  couldn’t  quite  remember  for  sure  if  the  child  had 
been  a  boy  or  girl)  “The  PRINCESS!”  Yes  it  was  a  girl  after  all.  “She  cut  her  foot  on 
some  glass  someone  left  on  the  door  step!  No  need  to  panic,  It’s  not  all  that  bad.  All 
bandaged  up.  Your. .  .sister  is  in  the  living  room  comforting  her.  At  this  the  mother 
lurched  forward,  down  the  hallway,  brushing  past  Brenda.  She  didn’t  even  bother  to  ask 
where  the  living  room  was  located;  she  was  in  such  a  hurry  to  see  to  her  daughter.  Brenda 
spun  around  and  wrapped  a  huge,  powerful,  arm  around  the  mother’s  neck.  Grappling  her 
from  behind,  in  a  head  lock,  she  fumbled  with  the  cattle  prod  and  managed  to  bring  it  up 
behind  woman’s  right  ear  and  press  it  firmly  against  her  head.  “What  Are  You 
Doi....AGHU!”  (Crackle-crackle-Fzzzt*)  With  her  right  knee  wedged  firmly  between 
the  woman’s  legs,  forcing  them  to  spread,  Brenda  felt  a  soft  rain  of  warm  fluid  spraying 
all  over  her  knee  and  leg.  Damn!  This  bitch  had  just  pissed  all  over  her.  The  woman 
twitched  and  quivered  as  Brenda  lowered  her  limp  form  to  the  hallway  floor.  She  went 
and  got  some  ties  and  a  sack  and  bound  and  bagged  the  mother.  That  was  close.  She 
might  have  gone  to  the  police.  Still  I  guess  it  all  worked  out  for  the  best.  Now  she  had 
two  adult  caraculs.  Time,  however,  running  out.  It  was  getting  late  and  she  had  quite  a 
few  bodies  to  haul  out  to  the  van.  Better  call  it  a  night! 

Brenda  shut  off  the  lights  in  the  hallway  and  over  the  front  door.  That  ought  to 
keep  them  from  coming  around.  She  had  to  collect  and  dispose  of  any  incriminating 
evidence,  wipe  away  fingerprints  and  slip  away  unseen.  There  was  no  need  to  hide  the 
evidence  of  trauma  and  violent  incarceration.  At  least  some  of  her  prey  would  be  reported 
missing  by  morning  and  it  wouldn’t  take  much  detective  work  to  trace  their  last 
whereabouts  to  this  house.  But  that  is  where  the  trail  would  go  cold.  With  no  witnesses, 
no  available  suspect  and  no  bodies;  the  police  would  have  absolutely  nothing  to  go  on. 
Brenda  felt  confident  that  she  would  leave  no  clues  that  would  lead  to  her.  She  had  done 
this  before  and  the  cops  where  still  trying  to  wrap  their  heads  around  the  last,  so-called 
kidnapping.  Best  get  busy.  She  still  had  to  get  all  this  meat  home.  She  would  have  to  strip 
them  of  all  of  their  cloths  and  jewelry  and  wash  the  piss  and  feces  off  them  before  she  put 
them  in  her  root  cellar  and  when  to  bed.  Still  over  all  it  had  been  an  excellent  night’s 
work.  Certainly,  this  had  been  the  best  Halloween  yet.  She  had  good  reason  to  be  very 
pleased  with  herself.  She  had  a  good  couple  of  weeks  worth  of,  relatively,  high  quality 


meat.  Why  just  the  pregnant  woman  alone  made  it  all  worth  while.  Yes  it  certainly  had 
turned  into  a  happy  Halloween,. . .  for  her  anyway. 


